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Dinner enen en 


3 I. 1. 
AUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
Cimmerian Muſe, all hail ! 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canſt write, 
ſhadoweſt meaning with thy duſky veil ! 
What Poet ſings, and ftrikes the ſtrings ? 
It was the mighty Theban ſpoke. 
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00 IS. 
He from the ever - living Lyre 
With magick hand elicits fire. 
Heard ye the din of Modern Rhimers bray ? 


It was cool M-----n: or warm G---y 
Involv'd in tenfold ſmoke. 


I. 2. 
The ſhallow Fop in antick veſt, 
Tir'd of the beaten road, 
Proud to be {ſingularly dreſt, 
Changes, with every changing moon, the mode. 
Say, ſhall not then the heav'n- born Muſes too 
Variety perſue? 


Shall not applauding Criticks hail the vogue? 


Whether the Muſe the ſtile of Cambria's ſons, 
Or the rude gabble of the Huns, 
Or the broader dialect 
Of Caledonia ſhe affect, 
Or take, 1 han thy ſill ranker brogue? 


On 


EL 
5 
On chis terreſtrial ball 
The tyrant Faſhion governs all. 
She, fickle Goddeſs, whom in days of yore 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antick fool, hight Andrew, bore. 
Long ſhe paid him with diſdain, 
And long his pangs in filence he conceal'd : 
At length, in happy hour, his love-fick pain 
On thy bleſt Calends, April, he reveal'd. 
From their embraces fprung, 
Ever changing, ever ranging, 


| Faſhion, Goddeſs ever young. 


* 


Perch d on the dubious height, She loves to ride 


Upon a weather- cock, aſtride. 
Each blaſt that blows, around ſhe goes, 
While nodding o'er her creſt, 


Emblem 


8 O E 0. 
Emblem of her magick power, 

The light Cameleon ſtands confeſt, 
Changing it's hues a thouſand Times an hour. 
And in a veſt is ſhe array'd, 

Of many a dancing moon-beam made, 

Nor zoneleſs is her waiſt: 
But fair and beautiful, I ween, 
As the ceſtos - cinctur d Queen, 8 8 
Is with the Rainbow's ſhadowy girdle brac'd. 


* 


. 


She bids perſue the fav rite road 
Of lofty cloud-capt Ode. 
Meantime each Bard with eager ſpeed 
Vaults on the Pegaſean Steed: 
Vet not that Pegaſus, of yore 
Which th' illuſtrious Pindar hore, 
But one of nobler breed. 
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High blood and youth his luſty veins inſpire. | | | 4 


From Tottipontimoy He came, 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name? 
"This Bloody - ſhoulder'd Arab was his Sire. 
* His White- noſe. He on fam'd Doncaſtria's plains 
Reſign'd his fated breath : 
In vain for life the ſtruggling courſer ſtrains, 
Ah! who can run the race with death? : | , 
The tyrant's ſpeed,” or man or ſteed, 1 
Strives all in vain to 7 
He leads the chacc, he wins the race, 


we tumble fan, aud die. 


* The Author is ROO miſtaken in this place, or has elſe 
indulged himſelf in a very unwarrantable poetical licence. Whitenoſe 
was not the Sire, but a Son of the Godolphin Arabian, See 
my Calendar. HEBER, 


II. 3. Third 
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| Third from Whitenoſe ſprings 

Pegaſus with eagle wings: 
Light o'er the plain, as dancing cork, 
1 With many a bound he beats the ground, 
b | While all the Turf with acclamation rings. 
| | He won Northam pton, Lincoln, Oxford, Vork: 
| _ He too Newmarket 'won. 
5 oY There Granta's Son, 
al | Seiz d on the Steed; S 
. And thence him led, (ſo fate decreed) 


To where old Cam, renown'd in poet's ſong, 
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With his dark and inky waves 
Either bank in ſilence laves, 
Winding flow his ſluggiſh ſtreams along. 
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What ſtripling neat, - of wine ny ; 
In trimmeſt guiſe array d, 
Firſt the neighing ſteed yd 47 
His hand a taper ſwitch adorns, his heel 
Sparkles refulgent with elaſtick ſteel: 
The whiles he wins his whiflling way, 
Prancing, ambling, round and round, 
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenſiverd gay: 
Till ſated with the pleaſing ride, | 
From the lofty Steed diſmounting, 
He lies along, enwrapt in conſcious pride, Z7 
By gurgling rill or cryſtal fountain. . 3 


Ik 2. 


Lo! next, a Bard; ſecure of praiſe, ow” b 
His ſelf-complacent ' countenance diſplays: : 
B 2 
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His broad Muſtachios, ting'd with golden die, 
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i F Proud his demeanour, and his eagle eye, 


Flame, like a meteor, to the troubled air: 


O er. hung with laviſh lid, yet ſhone with ca. glare. 


The grizzle grace 
Of buſhy Peruke ſhadow d o'er his face. 
In large wide Boots, whoſe ponderous weight 


Would fink each wight of modern date, 
He rides well- pleas d. 80 large a pair 


SS. 


Not Garagantua's felf might wear: 
Not He, of nature fierce and cruel, 
Who, if we truſt to antient Ballad, 
Devour'd Three Pilgrims. in a Sallad ; 
Nor He of fame garmane, hight Pantagruel. 
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1 Fury! th! adventrous Youth. 


Secks not the rel, lawn, or velvet PR 15 
Faſt 
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Faſt by whoſe fade clear ſtreams meandring creep ; 


But urges on amain the fiery Steed 
Up Snowdon's ſhaggy fide, or Cambrian” rock unevutly: 
Where the venerable herd 
Of Goats with long and fapient beatd, 
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keep. 
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Now up the mountain ſee him ſtrain! 

Now down the vale he's toſt, 

No.-)] flaſhes on the ſight again, 09 

Now in the Palpable Obſcure / quite loſt. 

IV. =. | 

Man's feeble race eternal © daripers wait, 
With high or low, all, all, is woe, 

Diſeaſe, miſchance, pale fear, and Jubions * L 

But, o a every peril bounding, © Fa 
Ambition views not all the ills furrounding; 


And, tiptoe on the mountain's ſteep; £261 


Reflects not on the yawning deep. Nc 
2. See, 
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| „dee, be Jan Wich mighty. wings gs  outſpre a>, 
And long reſounding magg, 1477 
The Courſer quits the 9 To 
Aloft in air, ſee, ſee him bear foam bot 


The Bard: who fhrouds 4 | 
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. His Lyrick Glory in the Clouds, 


Too fond to ſpike the: ftars with, lofty, head 


Deep in the Ca 
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O Steed Divine! ehe Jar Sint 3 
Rides thee! now 2. the he inherit. 1 
Nor the pride, nor {elf- opinion, Art | 
Which elate the mighty Pair, | | 
Each of Taſte, the favrite minion,.. ; 
Prancing thro" the deſert ar; 


,Gulph immerg'd in endleſs night. 


Nor 
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Yet ſhall he mount, with claſſick houſings grac'd, 


And all unheedful of the Critick Mock, 


Drive his light Courſer 
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the bounds of Taſte. 
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ODE ro OBLIVION. 
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I. 

Ax ENT OF EASsSEI OsLIVION old, 
Who lov'ſt thy dwelling- place to hold, 
Where ſceptred Pluto keeps his dreary ſway, 
Whoſe ſullen pride the ſhiv'ring ghoſts obey ! 

Thou who delighteſt ſtill to dwell 

By ſome hoar and moſs-grown cell, 
At whoſe dank foot Cocytus joys to roll, 
Or Styx black ſtreams, which even Jove controul | 


—_ 


* According to Lillzus, who beſtows the Parental Function 


on Oblivion. 
Verba OpLIvISCENDI regunt GENITIVUN. 


Lib. xiii. Cap. 8. 
There is a ſimilar ꝓaſſage in Buſbeus, £8 
C2 | Or 


. 
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Or if it ſuit thy better will 

To chuſe the tinkling weeping rill, 
Hard by whoſe fide the ſeeded poppy red 
Heaves high in air bis ſweetly curling head, 

While creeping in meanders how 


Lethe's drowzy waters flow, 
And hollow blaſts, which never ceaſe to ſigh, 


Hum to each care- ſtruck mind their lulla- lulla- by 


A prey no longer let me be 
To that goſſip Memory, 


4; Who waves her banners trim, and proudly flies. 


To ſpread abroad her bribble- brabble lies. 
With Thee, Ostivion, let me go, 
For M Mokv's a friend to Woe; 


With thee, FoxceTruLNEss, fair filent Queen, 


The ſolemn ſtole of grief is never ſeen. 


II. 
All, all is thine. Thy powerful ſway 
The thron g'd poetick hoſts obey. 


'Tho! 
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Tho' in the van of Mz MRy proud * appear, 
At thy command they darken in the rear. 
What tho' the modern Tragick ſtrain 
For nine whole days protract thy reign, 
Yet thro the Nine, like whelps of curriſh kind, 
Scarcely it lives, weak, impotent, and blind. 
Sacred to thee the Crambo TOs: 
The motley forms of Pantomime: 
For Thee from Eunuch's throat Rill loves to flow 
The ſoothing ſadneſs of his warbled woe: 
Each day to Thee falls Pamplilet clean: 
Each month a new- born Magazine: 

Hear then, O Goppzss, hear thy votry's pray'r! 
And if Thou deign'ſt to take one moment's care, 
Attend Thy Bard! who duly pays 

The tribute of his votive lays pF” 
Whoſe Muſe ſtill offers at thy facred ſhrine ;: —.— 
Thy Bard, who calls Tuzz His, and makes Him ThiINE. 
O ſweet FoxceTFULNEss, ſupreme 


Rule ſupine o'er ev'ry theme, 
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Oer each fad aher, oer each PIE" Amin 

Of mine, O Goppzss, ſtretch thine awful 1 
Nor let Mzm'sy ſteal one note, 

Which this rude hand to Thee hath wrote 


80 ſhalt thou ſave me from the Poet's ſhame, 


Tho' on the letter d Rubrick Dops lv poſt my Name. 
I. 
O come! with opiate poppies crown d, 
Shedding ſlumbers ſoft around 


O come, FAT» Gonness, drunk with Falſtaff” 8 fack | - - - - 
See, where ſhe ſits on the benumb'd Torpedo' 8 back! 


Me in thy dull Elyſium lapt, O bleſs 
With thy calm Forgetfulneſs! 
And gently lull my ſenſes all the while 
With placid poems in the finking ſtile ! 
Whether the Herring-Poet ſing, 
Great Laureat of the Fiſhes' King, 


Or Lycophron prophetick rave his fill, 
Wrapt in the darker ſtrains of ohnny ee 


Or 


Or if He fing, whoſe verſe affords 
A bevy of the cboicg words, 
Who meets his Lady Muſe by moſs - grown cell, 
Adorn d with epithet and bell 
Theſe, Goppzss, let me ſtill forget, 
With all the dearth of Modern Wit! 
So may ſt Thou gently Oer my youthful breaſt 
Spread with thy welcome hand OszL1vion's friendly veſt, 
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